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in the English mind, they might be too ready to
assume that the nostrums of every theorist who
wore their colours did in fact represent their own
eminently realistic objectives. During these seven
years, however, I had viewed the new Party elsewhere
than from the circumference*

In March of 1926 a small group of Labour cand-
idates began to meet occasionally for dinner at the
Ship in Whitehall  These gatherings went on for
some while and eventually grew into an official
Candidates Association which, I believe, still exists.
In those earliest days, however, less than a dozen
used to dine, and these included Oswald Mosley,
John   Strachcy,   Malcolm   MacDonald,   Kenneth
Lindsay, Creech Jones, Sir Richard Rees, George
Middleton, J, R. Oldfield and myself- It will be seen
that with Mosley Fascist, Strachey Communist,
Malcolm MacDonald* Kenneth Lindsay and myself
in the National alliance, and Middleton, as First
Church Estates Commissioner, out of politics, the
mortality in Labour allegiance has been high. But
these after all are dissolvent years.  And as I look
back at those of the politicians among my under-
graduate contemporaries who are still political
to-day, I see much the same kaleidoscopic effect.
Kingsley   Griffiths,  silver-tongued  Socialist  and
President of the Union, is silver-tongued still, but
now Liberal Member for East Middlesborough;
Haxry Strauss, who seconded a Socialist motion in
the Union which Barrington Ward had ordained
that I should move, and who still has one of the
dearest heads that I have watched at work, is
Conservative Member for Norwich; A, P. Herbert,